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Now the music Is all done, the hostess is keeping
the ecstatic expression on her face for another ten
minutes or so, and we move in a compact mass to
the supper-room. There we discover the reason for
the accompanist's indigestion. He has been engaged
at too many of these functions. Here are salmon
mayonnaise, things in aspic, strawberries and cream,
rich cakes, and iced champagne, and the hour is pre-
posterous, but we help ourselves. Happy those guests
who in the morning will not be faced with some sheets
of white paper! Unlike most men, an author cannot
pretend to work; either he is working or idling; and
a glance at his sheets of manuscript will tell you
which. I have a suspicion that all I shall see on my
white paper in the morning will be a number of little
black spots. Liver will have set them dancing there,
but they will really be the ghosts of midnight crotchets
and quavers.